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 Chapter 1 
 
    Gretchen’s arms tightened around Amabel when she tried to move away, and the blonde relented and pressed against her side. “We’ll have to get out of bed sometime.” She sighed, but muzzled her face against Gretchen’s chest, enjoying the caresses upon her head. 
 
    “Why would we?” The succubus tightened her hold even further and entwined her legs with Amabel’s. She enjoyed her lover’s warmth against her side like she had never enjoyed anything before, but she would never admit it out loud. 
 
    Amabel was the best thing that happened to her, and more than once she had almost let her mouth get away from her, and said words she wouldn’t be able to take back, but fortunately she held herself at the last moment every time. Or maybe that wasn’t fortune. 
 
    As she gazed at Amabel’s soft face, Gretchen couldn’t resist the temptation to reach out and caress it, and Amabel closing her eyes and leaning against her touch only made her heart start beating that much faster. The blonde was beautiful in a way that made her heart ache, and Gretchen refused to consider why that was. 
 
    It was ridiculous. She knew well enough by now that love was a word people used to impress each other, but what really mattered was lust and desire. 
 
    “Well, if we don’t, our roommates are going to get back and catch us like this.” Amabel pointed out, but, instead of trying to move away once more, she only pressed deeper against Gretchen’s side. 
 
    “Let them.” In that moment, Gretchen didn’t care. She suspected Marina and Monique knew more about her than they let out, and the two knew she and Amabel were together, even if they had never said anything about it. 
 
    A mischievous smile grew in Amabel’s lips. “I should have known a devious succubus like you would want that to happen.” Gretchen blinked, confusedly, not understanding Amabel’s point at first. “Hoping to get them into bed with us?” 
 
    That was so unlike Amabel, so unexpected, that Gretchen gaped, her mouth open wide, and the blonde laughed. The succubus narrowed her eyes when she recovered, and before Amabel could defend herself she advanced, pressing her hands against the other woman’s sides and tickling her, forcing several gasps and squeals out of Amabel’s mouth. 
 
    Gretchen would deny she had a wide smile while it happened, but if she looked into a mirror right then she would have seen it. She couldn’t hide from the truth completely though, and as she retreated and let Amabel recover her strength, she realized just how happy the other woman made her. It startled her, and she didn’t say anything as she watched Amabel get out of the bed and start to dress herself. 
 
    Her introspection didn’t last long. The blonde’s nakedness drew her gaze like a moth to a flame, and Gretchen licked her lips as she watched Amabel’s skin being covered inch by inch. She grew hard as she did so, and resisted the temptation to reach down and caress her rod, still too unused to it. She still hadn’t dealt with her transformation, not really, and she was trying to shove it as far down in her priorities’ list as she could. 
 
    She barely knew anything about her own kind, and unfortunately the only way to learn more was to go to the headmistress, but the older woman wouldn’t help her without second intentions. 
 
    Amabel paused and turned to glare at Gretchen, her torso completely displayed, when she realized the succubus wasn’t moving. “Well?” She asked, in a seemingly annoyed tone of voice, but Gretchen had grown to understand her well enough that she could tell Amabel wasn’t pissed. She might have been gleeful about the effect she had on Gretchen though, and the brunette narrowed her eyes and promised to make her lover pay for it later. Or right then. 
 
    With a wicked smirk, Gretchen sauntered out of the bed, making no motion to cover herself, and strutting forward. Amabel’s eyes widened, and she just watched as Gretchen came closer and closer, but at the last moment the succubus turned and passed by her, laughing and moving to the bathroom as Amabel tried to reach for her. 
 
    Fortunately, she had her clothes stored away in the bathroom already; she had been preparing to take a shower when Amabel kissed her and they continued from there. When she finished cleaning herself, she could hear voices in the bedroom, and realized their roommates had returned in the meanwhile. 
 
    She got dressed and entered the room with a greeting, catching the glances Marina and Monique exchanged. Then she breathed and noticed the scent of sex in the air, and almost colored. It wasn’t hard to understand her roommates guessed what she and Amabel had done together, but she didn’t let it bother her. If they got bothered about it, then it was their problem. 
 
    Neither of them said anything however, not that she would care if they did. 
 
    One glance at Amabel showed the other girl wasn’t as comfortable, and Gretchen didn’t resist the impulse to grab her hand and pull her along. Their roommates blinked at them, and even Amabel was surprised, but she let herself be drawn away by her lover. “Where are you taking me?” 
 
    “Away from the room for a bit.” That she was doing it so that Amabel didn’t face their roommates’ glances wasn’t said, but the blonde understood her meaning well enough. She always did, and it was one of the things that mystified Gretchen. 
 
    She slowed down momentarily. It wouldn’t have surprised her if Amabel had known their roommates were coming, it wouldn’t have surprised her if the other girl knew why she had taken her away from their room, or even if Amabel knew what she was thinking right then. There were many things that wouldn’t surprise her about Amabel, not when she knew what the other girl was. 
 
    Or at least suspected she was; they hadn’t talked about it yet. 
 
    That made her freeze, and Amabel’s glance at her face made her smile almost sadly. She … couldn’t ignore it any longer. The truth was that part of her was scared of the other girl, no matter how much she cared for Amabel, and enjoyed their time together. She could ignore it most of the time, but … 
 
    Amabel grabbed her hand, caressing it, but not saying anything, and some of Gretchen’s suspicions only grew. How much did the other girl know about her, and could she ever hold a secret from the blonde? 
 
    If it had been anyone else, if it had been a month earlier, Gretchen would step away from the blonde and never look her way again, but that wasn’t an option. Even the thought of spending hours away from Amabel pained her, and above all she depended on the blonde to feed. 
 
    The only reason Gretchen wasn’t a ravening monster right then was because Amabel was always there when she needed her, feeding her hunger, offering herself to Gretchen again and again. Amabel had saved her from herself, she had saved her from the headmistress, and was still the only one keeping her safe. For that alone, she could learn to love the other girl, but she would never admit it, perhaps not even to herself. 
 
    She shook her head. There was something she needed to ask Amabel, and she couldn’t get distracted. “What are you?” Only after the words escaped her mouth did she realize how bad the question sounded, and continued before the blonde had a chance to answer it. “I mean, I saw your wings during our first time together, you faced down the headmistress, and what I feel when I feed from you is something extraordinary, but we haven’t talked about you.” 
 
    Gretchen still shuddered every time she remembered how the headmistress could have dominated her, taken control of her and made a puppet out of her body. Amabel had saved her from a fate worse than death, and kept caring for her, giving her everything she needed to survive and be free. 
 
    “I owe you more than I can ever repay, and there are no words I can give you that can show it.” 
 
    “You owe me nothing.” The certainty in Amabel’s voice, and the aggressive manner in which she closed the distance between them was quite unlike her, but Gretchen didn’t protest, especially when the blonde pressed her lips against hers and they kissed. She almost lost herself in the kiss, but Amabel drew back before that could happen. “You don’t know how precious you are to me.” 
 
    Later, Gretchen would refuse to admit her breath hitched at those words, but it did, and she became speechless for a time. 
 
    Then she regained her voice. “You don’t tell me.” She raised a hand when Amabel started to answer, wanting to explain herself better. “I know you have secrets, I have secrets as well, I can understand it, but you know most of them, and I know very little about you.” 
 
    She wasn’t trying to recriminate the other woman, but she couldn’t help her curiousness. Amabel fidgeted, which was a first, and Gretchen reached out and took hold of her hands, trying to comfort her. Besides being her lover, Amabel was her friend, perhaps her first real friend, and she wouldn’t want to lose that for anything. 
 
    “My story,” Amabel started eventually, gaze lost in remembrance. “Is far too complicated, and I’m sorry, but I don’t know how to put it into words.” It was a deflection, at least in part, and Gretchen could see it. She couldn’t say it didn’t hurt her a little. The moment she thought that, Amabel turned her way and peered into her eyes. “But I’ll tell you what I can, you just need to give me a little time to put my thoughts in place.” 
 
    Gretchen stilled, but then nodded. What else could she say to someone she owed so much? Even if Amabel had told her she didn’t want to talk about it and to never speak of it again, she would have to accept, and all the blonde was asking her was some time. She could do that. 
 
    “I can give you all the time in the world.” Only after those words escaped her mouth did she realize how corny they sounded, and she blushed when Amabel raised an eyebrow, but only for a moment. Then she tilted her head and looked right into Amabel’s eyes, letting her see the truth of it in her own orbs. 
 
    Her lover smiled, and Gretchen’s heart ached at the sight, but they didn’t talk more. Just entwined hands and started walking, trying to forget about the rest of the world for a bit, focusing on each other.

 
 
   
 Chapter 2 
 
    A day passed, then another, and then a few more. When a week had gone by, Gretchen started fearing Amabel was trying to avoid telling her anything about her past, and she started getting grumpy. 
 
    She might have admitted that she would accept if Amabel decided not to tell her anything, but she didn’t like it, obviously. The blonde knew about her, and it was only fair that Gretchen learned about the other woman’s past. Then she started wondering if she would have told Amabel what she was if the blonde hadn’t found out about it.  
 
    She hadn’t needed to worry, though. Eventually Amabel came to her, smiled, and dragged her away to where the two of them could talk in peace, and talk they did. Or Amabel talked, for the most part, and Gretchen listened. 
 
    “My mother was half-angel, so I guess you could say I’m a quarter-angel, though with angels it isn’t quite as linear as that.” She seemed to be struggling with her words, lost in thought, and Gretchen didn’t know what to do to help her. “She … left when I was a child.” 
 
    The manner in which she said it told Gretchen the other woman hadn’t died. 
 
    “You see, everyone who is part angel gets the chance to ascend, to go live in heaven if they wish, but they become full angels by doing so and leave their former lives behind. They aren’t really allowed to come back down, except in special occasions.” 
 
    Gretchen didn’t say anything. There wasn’t anything she could say. Part of her realized how valuable what Amabel was telling her could be. She had researched a bit about angels after being with the blonde that first time, but only after starting did she realize how little there was to know about the heavenly beings. They were powerful, there was no doubt about that, but they were even more mysterious. 
 
    Oh, certainly there were people that knew enough about them, but they probably wouldn’t divulge what they knew easily. 
 
    That angels could breed with humans was something that wasn’t even hinted at in any of the texts she read; that their offspring could be as powerful as Amabel was hinted to be, was … scary. 
 
    The blonde had scared away a succubus hundreds of years old, and she did it almost without effort. Gretchen knew her feelings, her gratitude for Amabel, didn’t exactly stop the blonde from being awe inspiring, but she understood someone on the outside would feel pretty scared about Amabel should they realize her power. 
 
    Blue eyes peering into Gretchen’s made her blink, and she realized she had stopped paying attention to Amabel. She colored, and the blonde giggled, freeing some of the obvious tension hovering over her figure, and Gretchen reached out and grabbed her hand. She … cared far too much about Amabel to ever turn her back on the blonde, no matter what. 
 
    “Have you ever felt like that? I mean, did you ever feel tempted to do as she did?” 
 
    The sudden need in Amabel’s face, the almost, but not quite, lust startled Gretchen. There was an edge of desperation clinging to Amabel in that moment, and Gretchen felt for her, but was unable to do anything. It kind of frightened her, and it wasn’t because she feared Amabel, but because she feared for her. 
 
    “Every day of my life, every moment.” Her tone was low, emotionless, and it made shivers run down Gretchen’s back. She didn’t know if she should reach for Amabel and try to comfort her, or if she should slap her and make her jolt. 
 
    She ended up tightening her hand around Amabel’s, until it became painful, and the blonde shuddered and turned her way. There was a gratefulness in her eyes that couldn’t be hidden, not that she tried to. Gretchen smiled, but couldn’t deny her heart was speeding in her chest, running a mile a minute. The thought that something could happen to Amabel, that she could simply fly off one day made her chest ache. 
 
    The dark part of her, her nature as a succubus, was telling her to claim Amabel, take the blonde as hers and dominate her. She couldn’t leave if she couldn’t even think, right? If she fogged Amabel’s mind with lust and claimed her as a mate she would be unable to even think about the temptation of heaven. 
 
    The worst part of it all was that she didn’t discard the option immediately. She was tempted, so tempted, and she could see that the blonde was aware of that temptation. It was in how Amabel looked at her, how she smiled sadly. Neither of them could deny their natures completely, no matter what, and Gretchen turned away and colored. A hand against her cheek made her turn back, and then Amabel closed the distance and kissed her. 
 
    It was a soft kiss, full of emotion, and Gretchen wanted to lose herself in it. She was tempted to reach out and feed a little on Amabel’s power, but she feared that if she did so she would try to claim the other woman as she had never done before, make the angelic being in front of her completely entranced. It scared her how she almost started to do it, and she leaned back, and only didn’t turn and run away because Amabel grabbed her hand. 
 
    “Stop.” 
 
    Gretchen ignored the blonde’s words and tried to run again, but escaping Amabel’s grip was simply impossible. It wasn’t that the blonde was strong, it was that she didn’t desire Gretchen to leave and reality accommodated her, making Gretchen unable to even move. 
 
    “Oh, god.” Amabel’s words showed her panic, and she released whatever spell or ability she used, and Gretchen took a step back, but froze once more, now scared for other reasons. 
 
    “What was that?” She couldn’t help the sliver of fear in her voice, and Amabel flinched. 
 
    “Sorry, I didn’t mean to.” She reached for Gretchen, hesitantly, and the other girl eventually grabbed her hand and let herself be pulled closer. “I didn’t want to startle you.” 
 
    Gretchen nodded, but she didn’t quite know what to say, and let herself be held by the other woman. She knew Amabel didn’t mean her harm, if she did there was nothing that would stop her, but she didn’t like to be reminded of the fact Amabel was much more powerful than her. She had always feared for her life, for being a succubus, for being hunted for the potential strength in her body, and now she met someone else that was incredibly more powerful, but that no one would ever dare to hunt. 
 
    She resented the situation a little, if not Amabel herself. 
 
    They held each other for a long time, and at the end of it Gretchen wasn’t certain if Amabel would continue her tale, or if she even wanted to hear more about it. She was tired, and simply wanted to embrace the blonde and let her comfort her. 
 
    “She still sings to me.” Amabel’s voice took Gretchen by surprise, and she startled momentarily, but then focused on her lover’s face. Amabel looked back at her and smiled, slightly, but there was pain in her gaze. “I hear her every day just before I go to sleep: she’s calling me to her, asking me to join her up high, but I don’t want to, not yet.” 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    “To live life as a human, to find love and happiness.” The manner in which she looked at Gretchen made the succubus color slightly, and her heart started beating faster. “To have a child like she did, to watch her grow and find love of her own, and maybe her own children. Only then will I allow myself to follow the same temptation my mother did. I have much less angelic blood than she did, I can resist it for longer.” 
 
    Amabel’s tone of voice made Gretchen realize that the girl wanted to believe in her own words, but didn’t. Without hesitation, she moved forward and hugged Amabel, feeling the blonde sag against her side. 
 
    She frowned when Amabel retreated, and from the blonde’s face she knew she wouldn’t like what would come. 
 
    “In order to do that, to resist the temptation, I need to have connections to this world, a link or links that keep me tied to Earth.” 
 
    Gretchen frowned, not understanding why that should displease her. Then realization shone in her features and she took a step back, a swirl of dark emotions taking hold of her thoughts. Was this why Amabel had saved her, why she had fed her and shown her such care? Was she only a way for the other woman to remain anchored to the Earth? 
 
    The blonde said something, but Gretchen couldn’t hear her words over the pounding of her heart. Anger, pain, fear, betrayal: that was all Gretchen could feel right then, and she took another step back, and another, and she didn’t know what would have happened then if Amabel hadn’t stepped forward and grabbed her hands, jolting her out of her panic. 
 
    She turned teary eyes to the blonde. “Was that why you saved me? So that I could be your anchor to Earth?” Her voice raised in volume as she asked. 
 
    “No.” Amabel shook her head, and tried to pull Gretchen closer, but the succubus didn’t let her. 
 
    “Then why is dread in your face?” Amabel was lying to her, Gretchen was sure of it, and it pained her. It pained her in a way only her parents’ death had, made it hard to breathe somehow. She wanted to crawl into a hole and spend the rest of her time there, letting herself waste away. 
 
    She should have realized the earlier month had been too good to be true, and now it seemed it was. 
 
    “Because I knew you would react like this.” Amabel’s tone was as soft as she could make it, and she tried to convince Gretchen. “I know how paranoid you are, and I can understand it, but …” 
 
    “You always know everything.” Gretchen hissed, and pulled her hands back, freeing herself from Amabel’s grip. She knew the other woman had allowed her to do so, and it raked at her pride. “How is that, exactly? Spying on other’s thoughts.” 
 
    “No, though the distinction between that and how I know is not as big as I might have wished.” 
 
    Gretchen paused momentarily, taken aback by the response. It didn’t satisfy her, not exactly, but that Amabel admitted to such a thing reassured her in a way. The blonde had always seemed perfect, and while part of her was enchanted by it, another couldn’t believe anyone could be so marvelous. 
 
    “You could say that the world itself whispers in my ears, telling me things about the people and places around me. I can’t control it, only dim it a little, but mostly I just ignore these whispers. It’s hard to explain.” Amabel shook her head, and only then did Gretchen realize how the other girl was wrangling her hands, obviously nervous. It eased some of her tension. “But my powers did tell me something about you, back when I saw you for the first time, even before we were put together on a team.” 
 
    “What?” Gretchen wasn’t truly sure she wanted to know what Amabel’s powers said about her, but knowledge was always useful, no matter how painful. 
 
    “This one could keep you grounded.” Amabel’s whispered confession settled around them, and Gretchen found herself breathing hard for some reason.  
 
    Maybe it was the sheer look of want and desire in Amabel’s face, a desire for something more than a lustful encounter. Maybe it was the meaning behind her words. Gretchen wasn’t sure, and she didn’t know if she ever would. 
 
    “I can’t deny that drew me to you at first, and when I discovered you were a succubus I was certain that had been what my powers meant, but it wasn’t something that appealed to me.” She moved closer to Gretchen, step by step, as if afraid she would spook the other girl. “But then I met you, I started getting to know you, and I started falling in love.” 
 
    Gretchen’s breath hitched, she couldn’t help it. She never expected such a confession, not from anyone, and not from Amabel. It warmed her heart, made her look away. Amabel’s hand against her face made her look back. 
 
    “That was why I offered myself to you.” She leaned in, and Gretchen had all the time in the world to avoid those rosy lips if she wished, but she didn’t. She wanted Amabel to soothe her doubts away with that kiss, and fortunately the blonde managed to do so. 
 
    It was a soft kiss at first, but it hardened as their lips moved, their tongues starting to play. After a while, Gretchen realized they were pressed against one another, and behaving much more heatedly than they should in such a public place. She disengaged, a moan escaping from her mouth as she did so, and another coming from Amabel. 
 
    The two blushed slightly, and looked around, but fortunately there was no one watching them. 
 
    Gretchen turned back to her lover. “I …” She was confused. She didn’t quite know how to process all Amabel told her, she was still a little weary about the whole situation, but she didn’t want to hurt her friend and lover. Amabel’s hand against her face made her relax. 
 
    “I know. This isn’t easy.” Amabel drew back with a smile, and part of Gretchen wanted to pull the hand back, but she didn’t. “I’ll leave you alone to think for a bit, but we’ll talk more later.” 
 
    Talking wouldn’t be all they would be doing if Gretchen had her way, but she contented herself and simply watched as Amabel moved away, ignoring the part of her that told her to drag the blonde into their bedroom and have her way with her. Gretchen shook her head to rid herself of that thought, and started walking. 
 
    She had explored Fortuna plenty of times before, but not since Amabel saved her from the headmistress, not alone at least. Now she did so, and forgot all about the older succubus, too busy thinking about her relationship with Amabel. In a way, Amabel’s confession eased something inside her chest: there was a part of her that believed people had hidden motivations for everything, and Amabel’s was quite a mild one at that. It was her own paranoia, and it didn’t explain everything. 
 
    It didn’t explain the ache in her chest when she thought Amabel was using her. It didn’t explain how elated she felt when the other woman said she loved her, or how tempted she was to say those same words back, even if before meeting Amabel she hadn’t truly believed in love. She wasn’t sure she believed in it now, but couldn’t completely deny there was something there. 
 
    She was so lost in thought that she really didn’t pay attention to where she was going, and when she realized she was near the library shrugged and entered. She liked books: all that free knowledge there for the taking, but didn’t use them as much as she should. 
 
    A familiar shade of blue on the distance made her realize she wasn’t the only one of her team at the library, and she hesitated for a few moments before moving towards Monique. The blue-haired girl was immersed in her books, and didn’t notice Gretchen’s approach at first. 
 
    Like everything in Fortuna, the library was big, enormous really, and luxurious. The number of hardcover books on the shelves was staggering, many of them adorned with gold lettering; there were sculptures and paintings decorating every open space, and even the furniture was rich, made of ebony and sturdy. 
 
    Gretchen lost a few moments appreciating all of it, waiting for Monique to realize she was there, but her roommate was oblivious. “Interesting book?” 
 
    The blue-haired woman startled, and turned her head Gretchen’s way, but relaxed when she found who talked to her. “A little, though most wouldn’t agree. It’s a treatise on the use of magic to heal supernatural creatures.” 
 
    A flash of interest showed on Gretchen’s face before she regained control of her features, and she wondered why Monique was studying such a thing. Did she know something about her and Amabel? Did she suspect? 
 
    She shook her head. There were perfectly reasonable reasons why Monique would study such matters, she didn’t need to panic. 
 
    Then she saw the glint in Monique’s eyes, and dread pooled in her stomach. She couldn’t know, could she? Gretchen refused to even consider she was unable to hide her true nature from two of her roommates, even if Amabel had a cheating ability when it came to knowing things she shouldn’t. She couldn’t be sure, there might be other reasons why Monique would have such a glint in her gaze while looking at her, it might even be about her relationship with Amabel and how the blonde wasn’t human. 
 
    It was almost certainly that. They all saw what truly made Amabel when they looked into each other’s auras, they had all seen Amabel was something special. Surely that was what was making Monique amused. 
 
    She figured it didn’t hurt to pry, however. “Figure you’ll need it a lot in the future?”  
 
    Monique shrugged. “I don’t know, maybe, but knowledge never hurt anyone.” Gretchen found herself nodding at that, agreeing completely. “What about you? What are you doing in the library?” 
 
    Gretchen shrugged. “Needed to take a walk and ended up here, then I saw you.” 
 
    Monique nodded, but there was something curious in her gaze. Gretchen had the sensation the other woman didn’t believe her completely. “Problems in paradise?” 
 
    The brunette blinked. “What?” 
 
    “You and Amabel.” She raised an eyebrow when Gretchen opened her mouth, hoping to deny it. “I’m not an idiot, and neither is Marina. We know what the two of you have been doing, and you barely leave each other’s side lately. Is there any problem I should be aware of?” 
 
    “Nothing that should concern you.” Gretchen couldn’t help but snap back. She had always known it was possible their roommates knew about her and Amabel, but she didn’t like being questioned about it, especially when she was already a little unbalanced. Monique only raised an eyebrow, but didn’t say anything else, and after a couple of moments Gretchen looked away. 
 
    She hadn’t meant to sound that petulant, but she wouldn’t apologize either. 
 
    Monique shrugged, and turned to her book, and Gretchen found herself fidgeting. She shouldn’t have snapped, she knew that, but didn’t want to admit it. “I just learned something about her that I hadn’t known about, and I got a little angry, but everything’s fine now.” 
 
    It was as close to an apology as she would ever come, and Monique should content herself with that. 
 
    The blue-haired girl turned her way, and for the first time there was real curiousness in her eyes. “Was it something about what she truly is? I can’t say I have figured it out already, but she’s certainly isn’t human.” 
 
    Gretchen was surprised by how close the other woman’s guess was, and she didn’t say anything back at first, and Monique continued. 
 
    “Or was it anything about you being a succubus?” 
 
    

 
 
   
 Chapter 3 
 
    “What?” Gretchen was so startled the word escaped from her mouth without her really meaning it, and then she tried to deny it. “Are you out of your mind?” 
 
    “No, I’m not. I didn’t quite know what you were at first, but I understood you weren’t human, not completely at least. But then you and Amabel started whatever it is that you two have between each other, and I connected the dots. You were stronger as well, more powerful, more entrancing.” It could have been a trick of the light, but Gretchen thought Monique blushed a little at that. “And I understood what was going on.” 
 
    Gretchen’s first thought was to keep denying it, but she pondered on the issue and realized that wouldn’t help at all. Monique was certain of what she was saying, and trying to fool her might only lead to conflict. “And what are you going to do about it?” That was what mattered right then. If Monique had known what she was and hadn’t talked about it to anyone, she might be trustworthy, but the brunette wanted to understand why she wouldn’t tell the others about her. 
 
    “I’m not going to do anything, why would I?” Monique shrugged, sending some blue curls flying over her shoulder. “Unless you try to use your powers against me without permission, I don’t have anything against you.” 
 
    “Without permission?” Gretchen fixated in those words, and Monique blushed momentarily, but didn’t say anything. The succubus sensed desire from the blue-haired girl, but also something else, and she doubted attraction would be the main reason why Monique would ever come to her. 
 
    Monique was crafty, and far smarter than Gretchen had realized. 
 
    “How?” She asked, eventually. “How did you become aware I’m a succubus?” 
 
    Monique shrugged again. “My family has many, many books about supernatural creatures, and I had plenty of lessons on how to identify them. It wasn’t hard, you aren’t hiding really well either, but your self-control seems to differ from others of your kind.” 
 
    Gretchen’s self-control was in tatters, but she wouldn’t tell Monique that. It was only feeding on Amabel that was keeping her stable, keeping her sane, and the only reason why she wasn’t seeking other bodies to feed on was that what she got from the blonde filled her completely. 
 
    “Will you tell anyone?” She struggled to get her words past her throat, and they came out stilted. She ignored how weak her tone made her seem, as if she was begging the other girl. 
 
    “I haven’t done it so far, have I? I have no intention to spread it around, you’re my roommate, and while I wouldn’t presume to be more than that yet, I hope we get to be friends.” 
 
    Gretchen looked at Monique’s face and couldn’t see an ounce of deceit, and for a moment she wondered if it could be that easy. She breathed deeply, and then nodded. 
 
    The two of them didn’t talk much after that. The succubus was still a little shocked about all the revelations made that day, and Monique tried to concentrate on her books, but couldn’t. Gretchen did see the way the blue-haired girl looked at her from the corner of her eyes, when she thought the succubus wasn’t paying attention, and she knew there was more to it than that. Monique wanted something from her, but she wouldn’t let it worry her. 
 
    Eventually she said her goodbyes and left, mind filled with more confusing thoughts than before. Amabel wasn’t the only one aware of her true nature, and she couldn’t trust Monique like she trusted the blonde, but she could trust human nature. Amabel might be part-angel, and didn’t have a sliver of greed in her body, but Monique wanted something. 
 
    The earlier anger she felt for Amabel disappeared completely, and she grudgingly accepted she might have done the same in the blonde’s position. If she was so powerful, but was so close to losing herself, wouldn’t she do what she could to survive as she was? All Amabel did was try to get close to someone her powers said could help, and if she trusted Amabel’s word everything that came after that was because the blonde fell in love with her. 
 
    She felt her heart speed up at that notion. Love. The blonde said she loved her, and that made Gretchen’s heart feel like it would burst. It was hard to explain just how nice it had felt, and it had been very hard for Gretchen to keep a smile from her lips while Amabel confessed, but she refused to consider why that was. 
 
    Deep down, she knew, but she would ignore it for as long as she could, keeping that knowledge pinned inside her head. 
 
    Her feet carried her back to their dorm without really thinking about it, and she only hesitated for a few moments before opening the door and entering. Her eyes sought Amabel almost immediately, and the two lost themselves in one another. 
 
    “Could you please stop that?” Marina’s voice grated on Gretchen’s nerves, and she had to resist the temptation to snarl at her. “You’re not alone in the room, and if you continue like that you’re going to forget about that little fact.” 
 
    Amabel’s giggling was the only reason Gretchen didn’t tell Marina to go to hell, but for making her girlfriend amused she could forget Marina’s rudeness. She just raised an eyebrow at the dark-haired girl, knowing her non-reaction would only piss her, and Marina huffed before picking her things and moving out of the room, glaring at Gretchen as she did so. The succubus only reacted after the other girl left from sight, thrusting her tongue in her direction. 
 
    It made Amabel giggle harder, and Gretchen considered it a victory. 
 
    She was still reluctant as she closed the distance to her girlfriend, and Amabel’s brittle smile let her know the blonde realized it. She stopped and they smiled at one another and, without a word exchanged, they kissed, slowly at first, both of them asking forgiveness with the kiss, then trying to read each other’s mood. 
 
    Eventually, the kiss grew far more heated, and Gretchen found herself reaching for Amabel’s body, putting her hands on her girlfriend’s hips and letting them wander. When she left Amabel’s mouth and started kissing her neck, she was in no mood to stop, and soon their clothes were hitting the floor, and she was pulling the blonde into her bed. 
 
    She didn’t care that any of their roommates could enter and see them; she couldn’t even think about anything that wasn’t Amabel. She wanted to see her girl panting in need, to sink her rod into the blonde and make her scream, and to feed on Amabel’s nature, to reassure herself of the other’s love. 
 
    Gretchen moaned when Amabel’s breasts became revealed, and again when it was her sex’s turn, and glided down the blonde’s body, tasting every inch of that tempting flesh. She paused for moments on the breasts, and again on her navel and bellybutton, but Gretchen only truly stopped when she reached Amabel’s core. She looked at it, marveling at the small blonde curls that tried to hide the slit, reaching out with one finger and playing with them, loving how Amabel shuddered and thrust towards her when she did so, smiling when the other girl looked down at her. 
 
    She didn’t take her eyes off Amabel’s as she leaned down and tasted her sex, wanting her lover to see her, wanting to see the pleasure in the blonde’s face. Amabel tried to help her there, but eventually the pleasure grew too much and she threw her head back, closing her eyes at the same time and simply enjoying Gretchen’s tongue. 
 
    The succubus only stopped when the other woman came, tasting Amabel’s wetness, licking her completely, and then climbing her body once more, stopping when they stood face to face. They looked at each other for a few moments, Gretchen appreciating the languidness in Amabel’s motions before leaning down and kissing her, sneaking between her legs and pressing herself against the other’s core. 
 
    Amabel moaned, and tightened her legs around Gretchen’s back, losing herself in the kiss. She only really regained some awareness when she felt the other’s rod pressing against her entrance, but the only thing she did then was tighten in anticipation, knowing what was to come. 
 
    Gretchen wasn’t as gentle as usual, but Amabel didn’t complain. She loved every moment of it, every thrust of Gretchen’s hips, and she made sure her beloved knew it by moaning as loudly as she could, clutching at the succubus’s body and raking her nails down her back. That sliver of pain only made Gretchen arch and thrust harder, and soon they were enjoying their releases. 
 
    They held each other afterwards, enjoying the warmth. Gretchen smiled and leaned into Amabel, closing her eyes for a few moments. She rarely had ever felt as good as when she laid with Amabel. A hand running through her hair made her pay attention to the blonde, and she smiled when Amabel smiled down at her. “Enjoyed that?” 
 
    The blonde’s voice was rough, a sure sign of the enjoyment she had felt, and Gretchen nodded, leaning down to smell her lover. Even Amabel’s sweaty scent was pleasant, and though she might be irritated about her girlfriend’s perfection later, now she was liking it very much. 
 
    “What do your abilities tell you about Monique?” The question came out of Gretchen’s mouth almost without her meaning to, but she couldn’t deny she was curious. Amabel peered down at her, frowning, and she shrugged. “She knows about us, not that we’re together, but that neither of us is human. She knows what I am, but not what you are. What can you tell me about her?” 
 
    “I don’t know if I should talk about it, it’s kind of personal.” Guilt showed momentarily on Amabel’s face, and Gretchen frowned, but then realized why that was. 
 
    “You knew she was aware?” Her voice came out a little angry, she couldn’t avoid it, but could understand. Amabel was one of the gentlest souls she had ever seen, and she liked to avoid conflict every time she could. Gretchen didn’t know what she would have done if she had found out that Monique knew about her in some other way, and she might have very well tried to attack the other girl. 
 
    Amabel nodded eventually. “I knew, but I don’t think she has anything dangerous in mind for us, not directly at least.” Gretchen simply raised an eyebrow, questioning without speaking, and Amabel sighed. “You should really talk to her about this, but I can say she’s afraid of something. Not terrified, it isn’t an overwhelming fear, but it’s there, and I think she believes we might be able to help her eventually.” 
 
    Knowing Monique might need her aid in the future reassured Gretchen. It meant the other girl wouldn’t work against her, wouldn’t try to harm them. It meant Monique would have to get on her good graces, and she felt she could clear out Monique as any kind of threat. 
 
    Still, it was better to keep an eye on the blue-haired girl, and pry into her past. Or ask her directly. Gretchen frowned, she wouldn’t have thought about doing it before Amabel told her what was going on, but if Monique needed their help she might be able to simply persuade the other girl into telling them about her problems. She would help if she could, and that realization surprised her, but she would want a favor as payment. 
 
    She needed to know more about her species, and about the particularities that made her different from other succubae, and if Monique knew enough about her kind to identify her, she might be able to help. 
 
    Gretchen sighed and pressed harder against Amabel’s warm body, feeling her lover put her arms around her. She closed her eyes and relaxed into that warmth, but her thoughts drifted to Monique more than once before she fell asleep, wondering how to deal with her roommate. 
 
    She didn’t talk much to Monique over the following days. She kept her attention on her, she studied her and her patterns, but she did so from afar, without letting Monique know about it. 
 
    In truth, she didn’t know how to approach the problem in front of her. Should she continue as she was and ignore that Monique knew about her? Should she confront the other girl and ask her what was going on? Or do something else? 
 
    Doubt kept her from doing anything at first, and she continued watching Monique, until Amabel prompted her to speak to the other girl. Gretchen was reluctant, but she trusted Amabel’s opinion, and decided to do as her girlfriend asked. 
 
    “We need to talk.” Monique looked into her eyes and nodded almost immediately, and the two left the library behind and started moving towards their room. Gretchen fidgeted a little as they did so, but when she gazed at Monique from the corner of her eyes she realized the other girl wasn’t feeling much comfortable either, and relaxed slightly. 
 
    She had the power here. She was sure that Amabel was right, and that Monique wanted something from her, and that meant she would have the final word in whatever happened. She knew that, but it didn’t stop her from feeling a little nervous, even if she managed to hide it quite well. 
 
    Monique couldn’t hide her nervousness, not really. She bit her lower lip before entering the room, and Gretchen was forced to ignore the part of her that found it attractive. She needed to focus on the conversation, and not in what the succubus in her would prefer to do with Monique. 
 
    Gretchen decided to go directly to the point. “What do you want with me?” Monique blinked at her, startled, and opened her mouth, but Gretchen continued before she could say anything. “I know there’s something you want from me, I can see it in your eyes whenever you look at me.” 
 
    Monique looked skeptical, and the succubus knew she had reasons to be, after all Amabel’s abilities were the only reason she was certain there was more there, but the blue-haired woman didn’t need to know about that. 
 
    “People always want something from me.” Gretchen let her words come out defeated on purpose, and felt a sliver of guilt when Monique flinched, but the other woman would only flinch if she had a purpose for her, and that meant she didn’t need to be as guilty. 
 
    Monique breathed deeply. “I want to survive.” Gretchen tilted her head, confused. “My family has enemies, powerful ones, and ones I don’t truly know. My parents have been killed by them, as have others of our family, and my uncle raised me, but we’re being hunted one at a time, much like you would be hunted if people knew you were a succubus.” 
 
    Gretchen could have taken the words as a threat, but nothing in Monique’s posture indicated it was one, and she tried to relax. 
 
    “So what I want is to survive, but for that I’ll need allies. Much like you’ll need them.” 
 
    “That’s what you want?” Gretchen wasn’t sure if she could truly believe the other woman, but she couldn’t see anything that indicated Monique was lying. And the idea certainly appealed to her. 
 
    She didn’t want more enemies, and Monique certainly believed there would be people coming after her, but she would appreciate someone having her back if she was ever attacked. And she knew that might happen at any time. Maybe not inside Fortuna itself, not while it was led by another succubus, but she couldn’t be completely sure. 
 
    Amabel had her back, and she was powerful enough to protect the two of them, but more allies wouldn’t hurt.  
 
    Monique also possessed knowledge that interested Gretchen, and becoming allies would be a good way to get it. On the other hand, she didn’t know anything about those seeking to harm Monique. She knew the girl didn’t seem terribly worried, and she had never noticed anything close to fear in her, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t in danger. She asked her about it nonetheless. 
 
    The blue-haired girl shrugged. “I don’t expect them to try and attack me while I’m studying here. It’s kind of a rule, though not exactly written down: you don’t play games in any of the academies or schools. If you have a grudge against someone, you don’t try to harm them while they’re studying. The headmasters take a dim view on it, as do many of the families that send their children here for study. They don’t like to think they’re putting their children at risk, and if anyone tries anything they’ll gang up on them.” 
 
    That made a surprisingly amount of sense, though the succubus wouldn’t trust it enough to keep her safe. Irrational people were capable of breaking any rule, and humans weren’t exactly rational when it came to her kind. 
 
    Still, it was another shield protecting her from harm, and protecting Monique as well in this case, but she needed to be careful nonetheless. 
 
    “How exactly would we ally ourselves?” Gretchen focused her attention on the blue-haired woman. That was what mattered in that moment: find out what Monique intended, and what to do about it. Gretchen had something Monique desired, and vice-versa, but would they agree to exchange it without anything else? Could Gretchen trust Monique’s word? 
 
    In truth, Gretchen wasn’t sure if Monique could trust her word. If it came a time where Gretchen might have to risk herself to help the other woman without anything tying her down, she might simply decide to cut her losses and run away. She knew it wasn’t heroic, but it was understandable. And if she thought that, what would stop Monique from thinking like her? 
 
    If it had been Amabel in danger, Gretchen wouldn’t have hesitated. She knew the blonde wouldn’t have hesitated in helping her either, she had done it before, and she was pretty sure she would help Monique as well if she could, but that was why Amabel was a much better person than her. 
 
    “I’m not sure…” The hitch in Monique’s voice, and her coloring slightly made Gretchen narrow her eyes. She wasn’t being completely truthful, not then, and only one thing could have made Monique blush like that. 
 
    Gretchen paused, and found herself hesitating. The succubus inside would all too gleefully pounce on Monique and make her hers, but the rest of Gretchen held her back. First and foremost, what would Amabel’s reaction be to it all? That that was the first thing she thought of surprised Gretchen, but she needed to consider what her girlfriend would think of the whole situation. 
 
    She wasn’t sure. Amabel could be understanding at times, almost always, but this was something far more damming than anything Gretchen had done before. Sure, Monique was basically offering herself in a platter, but she couldn’t accept her without speaking with Amabel first. 
 
    “I mean, I might have some ideas.” Monique continued after a few moments of silence as Gretchen thought about it. 
 
    The succubus raised a hand in the air, stopping Monique in her tracks. “I know what you’re proposing.” Monique blushed harder, especially as Gretchen said it so calmly, unbashfully. “But I can’t accept without thinking about it. And it doesn’t explain why you would be willing to do such a thing.” 
 
    Now that she thought about it, Gretchen couldn’t see any advantage in it for Monique. The other woman would put herself at her mercy, and there was nothing she would get out of that, that she couldn’t get anywhere else. They could be allies without having her feed on Monique. 
 
    “What would you get from it?” Gretchen’s first instinct was always that others would try to swindle her, would try to trick her in some way, and she couldn’t see any other reason for Monique to be offering herself in a platter. Not when she knew what Gretchen was, and how dangerous her kind could be. 
 
    “Besides the alliance?” The awkwardness in Monique’s frame, her nerves, vanished bit by bit, and Gretchen realized the other girl had been trying to appear more uncertain than she really was. “I get to have a succubus for a lover, which I can only imagine is pleasurable as few things in this world are, and I get to have others underestimating me. They’ll think I’m your thrall, and won’t believe me a threat.” 
 
    “And what makes you think I won’t make you my thrall?” Not that she intended to, but the idea was tempting. 
 
    “There are ways of protecting myself against that, and if we go ahead with the deal I’ll be taking them.” She shrugged, and Gretchen gritted her teeth, but gestured for the other to continue. “Not that you would get any advantage from trying to mind-control me, while I might be very useful to you as I am. I’m sure you noticed it, but we – me, you Amabel and Marina – are stronger than most. I’m not sure it was on purpose, but the other students are far behind us in almost everything. You won’t find better allies in this school.” 
 
    Gretchen had noticed it, and knew something Monique didn’t. The others were grouped with her because the headmistress had hoped to make her feed on them, but her plans were destroyed by Amabel. Monique also didn’t know that the headmistress was a succubus, and Gretchen wouldn’t part with the knowledge that easily, not before agreeing to ally with the other girl, after all knowledge was power. 
 
    She sighed. She didn’t know if she could truly trust Monique or not, but she kind of wanted to. She liked Monique, and wanted her as an ally, there was no doubt about that, but … 
 
    “I’ll have to think about it all, and talk to Amabel.” She wouldn’t do anything without speaking to her girlfriend. 
 
    Monique nodded, and then smiled almost sadly. “I suppose that’s better, don’t want her pissed at me, whatever the hell she is.” 
 
    For one moment, Gretchen was tempted to say hell was the furthest thing away from Amabel’s real home and see Monique’s reaction, but she held herself back. That was Amabel’s secret to tell, and she would share it with whoever, and when, she wished. 
 
    She only nodded and turned, leaving Monique behind, thoughts swirling through her head. Monique’s proposal was a very good one, but she wasn’t sure she was willing to accept it. Oh, the thought of bedding the blue-haired woman didn’t disgust her in any way, though she couldn’t imagine it would feel quite as good as being with Amabel, but it didn’t feel right. Even if Amabel allowed her to do it, it wouldn’t feel right, and Gretchen refused to understand why that was. 
 
    She refused to believe in love, or that she could love someone, even if Amabel was pretty much perfect. 
 
    

 
 
   
 Chapter 4 
 
    “How did it go?” Amabel turned to Gretchen the moment she entered their room, and the succubus seemed hesitant at first, but eventually sat down and told the blonde about Monique’s proposal. 
 
    Amabel heard her without an ounce of emotion in her face, trying to clarify some things at certain points, but remaining mostly silent as Gretchen explained. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” She asked at the end. 
 
    Gretchen shrugged and shook her head. “I have no idea.” She gazed at her girlfriend’s face. “I was kind of hoping you would help me there.” 
 
    Amabel opened her mouth and closed it, then remained silent for a bit, seemingly thinking about it. “I can’t say it isn’t a good deal, and not just because you need allies.” She hesitated once more, and the smile she gave Gretchen was full of sadness. “I … might not always be here, and if something happens to me, you need someone on your corner, someone that can sate your hunger in an emergency, or even more ...” 
 
    Gretchen pressed one finger against her lips, shaking her head. “Don’t even think about it.” Her heart was pounding in her chest, and she couldn’t let Amabel say those words. She couldn’t even think about the blonde leaving her one day. “That’s not going to happen.” 
 
    Amabel held unto Gretchen’s hands and pulled them down, then her lips twitched sadly. “It might. No matter how much I don’t wish it to happen, it might. And I would be a fool to forget about it, or ignore that possibility and put you at risk. And so would you.” 
 
    The succubus turned her head away, but a caress made her turn back. “You’re strong enough to resist the temptation.” Amabel was, she was certain of it. She had to be. 
 
    The blonde smiled, and there were tears in her eyes. “There’s nothing I want more than to be by your side, but I can’t promise it will be, not forever. I can’t explain just how tempting it is to close my eyes and just listen to the choir from up-high, how much a part of me longs to be there.” She shook her head, and her breath came out raggedly. “There’s a part of me that isn’t at home in here, and can only be happy up there, and I can’t promise that one day that part won’t have control over me.” 
 
    Gretchen buried her head in Amabel’s chest, wanting to cover her ears with the other woman’s body, refusing to listen to those words. Amabel read her mood perfectly and grew silent, simply holding her beloved, comforting her as she could, running her hands through Gretchen’s dark hair. 
 
    Minutes passed, then half-an-hour, and they didn’t seem to want to part, content in each other’s warmth. Eventually, though, Gretchen had to gather herself and lean back, brushing away the tears that she refused to accept had fallen from her eyes. “So,” She started, and her tone came out rough, forcing her to clear her throat. “What should I do?” 
 
    Amabel breathed deeply before answering. “Monique isn’t a bad person. She might have been hiding something, and she’s afraid, but I would say she’s good. If she’s being truthful about her proposal, it would benefit the two of you. There isn’t much of a reason for you to deny it.” 
 
    “There is one.” Gretchen hadn’t intended to speak out loud, and her eyes fixed on Amabel explained better than she ever could. 
 
    The blonde swallowed and colored, and Gretchen could see her smile widening in something like happiness, but Amabel shook her head quickly enough. “I don’t mind, I mean, I don’t exactly enjoy the thought of you with her, but it’s in your nature, Gretchen. You’re a succubus, you’ll always crave more than just me.” Gretchen started shaking her head, and only stopped when Amabel pressed one hand against her face. “I don’t mind.” She repeated. “I understood that about you, and I love you enough not to force you to go against your nature, but ultimately the choice is yours.” 
 
    Gretchen sighed and looked down, biting her lower lip. She knew what would be logical to do, what made sense for someone in her position, and yet… 
 
    She didn’t want to accept Monique’s proposal. She was happy as she barely could remember being, she had Amabel at her side, and all she wanted was to forget there was a world out there, full of people that might try to do something against her and those she cared for. She wanted to close herself in her room with Amabel at her side, and never leave it again. 
 
    Unfortunately, happy endings didn’t happen in real life. 
 
    “I’ll talk to her, tell her I accept her proposal.” Her tone was a little deadened, and it made Amabel reach for her. She accepted the blonde’s caresses immediately, letting herself be drawn into warmth once more. 
 
    She held unto Amabel with all of her strength, and when the woman started caressing her head she let herself relax. A wave of desire inundated her mind eventually, and she turned up, looking right at Amabel’s face and leaning in, pressing her lips against the blonde’s. 
 
    Their kiss soon became more heated, and hands started roving over each other’s bodies, their tongues entwining with a fiery passion. Gretchen forgot about everything else, and just focused on Amabel, on making the blonde hers. She wanted to hear her girlfriend moan in need, wanted to see the pleading expression in Amabel’s face as she took her, wanted to have the blonde wrapped around her. 
 
    They kissed again, they took off their clothes and wrapped themselves in one another, and in short order they were thrusting, moans and pleads escaping from their throats. They moved again and again, hands roving each other’s backs, until they couldn’t hold any longer and came. 
 
    Gretchen wrapped her hands around Amabel’s body and didn’t allow the blonde to move away afterwards, and the other woman held her, soothing her need for reassurance. She found herself falling asleep like that, and spent that night in Amabel’s arms.  
 
    When she woke up the next day, she was still beside Amabel, and the thought that Marina and Monique had seen her there almost made her blush. “Hey.” Amabel’s voice made Gretchen turn to her girlfriend, and she couldn’t help the smile at the sight of those beautiful eyes looking at her. 
 
    “Hey.” She answered back, before moving up and pressing her lips against Amabel’s, lingering on, and resisting the temptation to do something far more pleasurable than just a little kiss. 
 
    She needed to regain control of herself though, and with a sigh parted from the blonde, smiling afterwards. “I think I need to go see Monique.” She didn’t say more than that, there was no need to, not after what they spoke the night before, but for a moment she thought Amabel looked disappointed. 
 
    “Oh, ok.” 
 
    “We could have a shower together first.” Gretchen said spontaneously, wanting to see Amabel’s features brighten, and that was what happened at her words. “We’re kind of smelling.” And that wasn’t a lie. The scent of sex still lingered around them, and Amabel blushed a little when Gretchen reminded her of it. 
 
    They took their shower, and it was a struggle for Gretchen to keep her hands from wandering in Amabel’s direction, but they managed to finish without exchanging more than a few caresses. She kissed the blonde after, letting her lips linger in Amabel’s for a moment, before leaving her girlfriend behind and seeking out Monique. 
 
    The blue-haired girl spent most of her time in the library, and that was where Gretchen hoped to find her. She was still hesitating over the whole thing, however. It made sense, it would give her an ally, but she still wasn’t comfortable with the idea, and she knew why. 
 
    She was in love with Amabel. She stopped suddenly when that thought entered her mind, but this time she couldn’t deny it. She tried to fool herself for so long, but it was plain to see. How she breathed harder when the blonde was by her side, how her heart galloped when that happened, how it ached when she was away from Amabel. It was obvious in hindsight, but she hadn’t managed to see it before; refused to see it. 
 
    Gretchen had to stop and lean against one of the walls, trying to keep herself upright. She was a fool. 
 
    Part of her wanted to turn around and return to her room, gather Amabel in her arms and kiss the blonde, but she was afraid. She loved her, and couldn’t deny it, not even to herself, but she didn’t know how she would act in Amabel’s presence now that she realized it. Would she throw herself at the blonde and promise to love her for eternity? Or would she try to push the other woman away? 
 
    Love was a weakness, she told herself more than once before. People became irrational when they thought they were in love, and now that Gretchen could say she knew how that felt, she could understand why it happened, but the whole thing only put her at risk. Anyone who wanted to hurt her now could do so through Amabel, and there was nothing Gretchen could do to stop them. 
 
    She paused and shook herself, realizing she wasn’t thinking straight. Anyone, anything that could harm Amabel would be able to harm her without having to bother about the blonde. She was the weakest link in the relationship. 
 
    Maybe it was that thought that pushed her to continue. Succubus were supposed to be very powerful, to grow incredibly so over the years, but that would only happen should she feed well. Amabel more than kept her fed, but what if anything happened to the blonde? How would she survive? 
 
    Her love for Amabel kept her from thinking about it for long. She wondered, though, if she would grow stronger more quickly if she had several people to feed on. Or was she growing stronger than regular succubae, and simply had no manner of measuring it? 
 
    She tried not to let it bother her, and stopped just before entering the library. She needed her focus and her attention on Monique, if she truly wanted to do this, and being distracted wouldn’t help. She didn’t bother to greet the blue-haired woman when she reached the table, simply seated herself opposite her roommate. “How are we going to do this?” 
 
    If Monique was bothered by Gretchen’s rude manner, she was smarter than to comment on it. “There’s a ritual we can do, where we exchange promises and be forced to fulfill them. I’ll promise to help you however I can, and you promise to do the same. It will force me to feed you whenever you’re in need, and you’ll have to help protect me, and we both get what we want out of the deal.” 
 
    “I would like to read about this ritual, maybe show it to Amabel first.” Gretchen replied with a sarcastic smile. “It’s not that I don’t trust you specifically, but I don’t trust anyone.” 
 
    “Except Amabel.” Monique pointed out, and Gretchen only glared in reply. The blue-haired woman sighed and nodded. “I’ll get you the books I have on it, and you can probably find others in the library, but I’m not trying to fool you.” 
 
    Gretchen didn’t think she was, but it was better to play it safe. 
 
    Over the following days she studied the ritual, even asked one of the professors about it, and didn’t find anything wrong with it. They would exchange promises like Monique said, and would feel obliged to fulfill them. If they didn’t there would be consequences that could range from losing part of their powers to losing their life, depending on what happened exactly. 
 
    It was risky in a way, but after more study it would only attack one of them if they purposely withheld help from the other, and she had no intention of doing that. Not if it would risk her life. Monique’s help could be precious, not just in fighting against possible enemies, but also in learning more about herself and her abilities, or about regular magic. She had no idea rituals like the one they would attempt even existed, and in those matters Monique’s knowledge was far more advanced. 
 
    “Are you certain you know how to do this?”  
 
    Watching Monique erasing some of the sigils on the floor and starting to inscribe others wasn’t exactly reassuring, but the blue-haired girl had assured Gretchen she knew how to do the ceremony. 
 
    “It was just a little mistake, but everything will be alright.” Her tone of voice displayed some of her nervousness, but Gretchen decided not to call her on it.  
 
    She certainly didn’t want to rile out someone preparing a complex ritual, she had seen enough images in class of what could happen when those went wrong. Not that she expected this one to do so, at least not explosively, but one never knew. 
 
    It didn’t take long for Monique to finish. “Done.” She was breathing hard, and sweating a little, and Gretchen tried to ignore how the sight of it incited her lust. Monique wasn’t ugly by any definition of the word, she was actually quite gorgeous, and Fortuna’s uniforms did nothing to hide her curves. Which Gretchen supposed wasn’t too strange, seeing as the headmistress was a succubus. 
 
    She hadn’t heard of the headmistress seducing anyone in the school, but being a succubus as powerful as she was, if she did seduce anyone, they wouldn’t have spoken about it unless Romanovna wanted them to. 
 
    Monique snapped her fingers in front of her face, and Gretchen startled, coloring a little when she realized she had been completely focused in her thoughts and ignored what was going on around her. She shook her head. “How are we going to do this?” 
 
    “Come here.” Monique gestured with her hand for Gretchen to go to her, and the succubus did so a little reluctantly. “Give me your hands.” 
 
    Gretchen hesitated once more, but breathed out in a sigh and obeyed. 
 
    “We have to stand on the center of the circle, and then send our aura to the ground, let it sink into the sigils around us. They’ll start resonating once they’re ready, and our promises will become binding. You’ll promise to protect me from my enemies, and will have to do something to represent it, shedding some blood will be enough. And I’ll promise to support you, and will offer myself for you to feed.” Her voice hitched a little at the end, and though her grip was steady she was shaking a little bit. 
 
    Gretchen noticed all of that, but didn’t say anything. Monique wasn’t the only one feeling nervous. Gretchen could say she was more than nervous. With every moment that passed, she just wanted to bolt, leave Monique behind and flee, return to Amabel’s arms and embrace her. 
 
    She wanted more than anything to be doing this with the blonde, and thoughts of her only made the ritual harder. 
 
    “Gretchen, Gretchen!” Monique was forced to call twice when the other woman didn’t answer her at first, and she peered into the succubus’s eyes, trying to pour all the seriousness she could into her words. “You can’t get distracted while we do this, alright? If you think you’re not up to this we’ll stop right now, ok?” 
 
    “We’re going to do this.” Gretchen almost couldn’t recognize her own words, and Monique hesitated for a moment, doubtful, but eventually nodded. 
 
    “Ok.” 
 
    Gretchen went first, remembering Monique’s coaching and instructions. She promised to be there for the other woman, to help her against her enemies, and to make sure she remained safe and herself. To prove her commitment to the magic swirling around them, she extended a hand and let Monique cut it with a dagger, letting the blood flow down, symbolizing the blood she was willing to shed for Monique, either her own or her enemies. 
 
    In turn, Monique promised to support Gretchen, to care for her and to feed her if need be, and then she stepped back, and slowly, almost hesitantly, her hands started to open her blouse. 
 
    Gretchen knew it was coming. It was what they had discussed earlier after all, but it still bothered her a little. There was a part of her that enjoyed deeply as Monique undressed and bared herself, but another told her to flee. She couldn’t though, no matter how much she wanted. Fleeing now would lead Monique to be unable to finish the ceremony, which would hurt her, which in turn would hurt Gretchen because of the promise she had just made. 
 
    The realization that she was stuck, that there was no way she could avoid what was coming, almost overwhelmed the succubus, and she could only stare at Monique as she disrobed herself. 
 
    Monique was beautiful, and Gretchen’s rod made her opinion clear about it, hardening slightly, and making her shift. When the blue-haired girl’s breasts became revealed, Gretchen’s breath hitched, and she shifted again, anticipation building in her mind. Part of her wanted Monique, the same part that always wanted those around her to beg her on their knees, to sate her lust on them. There was something holding her back, however.  
 
    Amabel. When she thought about the blonde, her lips twitched into a smile, and her heart moved faster than before. She got so distracted thinking about her girlfriend, that Monique closed the distance between them and pressed against Gretchen’s front without her realizing it. 
 
    She jumped, and her hands came to rest on Monique’s waist of their own volition. The other girl shivered, and Gretchen couldn’t deny she appreciated what the shiver did to Monique’s frame, especially her breasts, as they bounced up and down. 
 
    She was tempted to reach out and caress them, especially after Monique pressed against her and they brushed against her blouse, but she held herself back. She could feel the desire in Monique, could see it in the blue-haired woman’s motions and gazes, and yet she did nothing. 
 
    She couldn’t understand what was happening with her. She had plenty of other people before, and the thought of Amabel shouldn’t have been enough to kill her libido like this. Not that it killed it, not exactly; Monique was gorgeous enough that some part of her desired her deeply, but for the most part the thing that Gretchen wanted to do was push the other girl away and seek Amabel, sate her lust on the blonde. 
 
    Monique’s lips against hers managed to heat her up slightly, and she kissed the other girl, hard and deep, feeling Monique’s tongue dueling with her own. Her hands wandered over the girl’s body, reaching down and cupping her buttocks, and using that grip to pull their frames tighter against one another. 
 
    And yet, just when she should think more about Monique, the memory of Amabel’s body hit her, then the blonde’s scent and voice, the way she moaned Gretchen’s name, how she shuddered as they made love. For a moment, that was enough to increase her lust, and Monique was the closest warm body. Her grip became bruising, and her kiss deeper, but soon she pushed the other woman away. 
 
    “Enough.” Monique blinked, confused. “I can’t do this.” 
 
    “What? We need to.” The blue-haired girl tried to complain, but Gretchen shook her head. 
 
    “I can’t, not before speaking to Amabel, not before telling her…” 
 
    Monique tilted her head, confused, then realization shone in her features. “You love her. You actually love her.” The amused smiled showing at the end made her seem more beautiful in a way, but it didn’t move Gretchen in the least. 
 
    “I do.” It wasn’t easy to confess out loud, but it was as if a weight disappeared from her back. “I’m sorry, I’m not undoing our alliance, but I need to talk to her first, tell her what I should have told her already.” 
 
    “You need to feed on me though,” Monique pointed out, hesitant. Gretchen could see she wasn’t exactly trying to force her into it, but was afraid of the consequences. “Or the ritual won’t finish and we’ll be in trouble, both of us.” 
 
    Something about her words tickled at Gretchen’s mind and memories. “I just need to feed, right?” 
 
    Monique nodded, and Gretchen breathed out before grabbing the other woman and pulling her against her chest. The blue-haired girl was startled for a moment, but then a mouth pressed against hers and they kissed, hard and deep. She was enjoying the kiss, very much, when something else came upon her. A sudden need, a sudden urge almost overwhelmed her, and if Gretchen’s arms hadn’t been around her she would have lost her balance and fallen to the ground. 
 
    She couldn’t understand what was going on, what she was feeling, and a moment later she was too overwhelmed to think, her mind being dominated by lust. 
 
    Gretchen had never done anything like that before, and she was certain she was incurring a risk. She promised not to take control of Monique, and she wasn’t, simply overwhelming her with lust, but it was a thin line to play with when she had promised not to influence Monique’s mind. 
 
    A caress on Monique’s rear, a hand reaching up and cupping her breast, and a hard kiss: that was all Gretchen needed to make the other woman orgasm, and once it happened she could feed from the blue-haired woman, taking her energy and magic, pulling Monique against her chest and holding her upright as the pleasure coursed through her veins. 
 
    “What was that?” Monique breathily moaned once she was able to, and Gretchen chuckled. She was a little giddy, but then she was always like that after feeding, even if there wasn’t the satisfying feeling of her own orgasm this time. 
 
    “I just need my partner to come for me to feed, I don’t need to actually fuck them.” 
 
    Monique blushed at the last word, and squirmed slightly against Gretchen, suddenly embarrassed. 
 
    Gretchen was tempted to sate her lust, but she controlled that part of her easily enough. “I think this settles it, right?” Monique blinked, but nodded, reaching for her clothes and dressing herself. Gretchen turned her back, not wanting to intrude, even if what they had done was far more intimate. "Then I’ll leave." 
 
    “Ok.” Monique didn’t say anything else, and the look in her face was one that showed she didn’t have much more to say. Gretchen was feeling just as awkward, but there was something urgent to do, and so she left without another word. 
 
    Later, she would have to talk to Monique about it, and even apologize for how it all went down, but now the most important thing was Amabel. She needed to go to her girlfriend and kiss her, tell her she loved her, and then fuck her as hard as she could. 
 
    Marina was stepping out of their room when Gretchen was arriving, and one look at the succubus’s face was enough for her to guess what would happen, and that she really didn’t want to be there. It made Gretchen smirk momentarily, but her features returned to normal when she remembered what she was there to do. 
 
    She breathed out in a sigh before opening her door and entering, and found Amabel with a melancholic look in her face. It brightened when she saw the succubus, but then turned awkward, and Gretchen could easily imagine why. “I didn’t do it.” Amabel blinked. “We ended up doing the ritual, and sealed it, but I didn’t have sex with Monique. I mean, I kind of did, I did use my abilities to make her come, but I didn’t do more than that.” 
 
    “Why?” Amabel questioned, genuinely confused. “We talked about it, and I was ok with it.” 
 
    “Were you?” Gretchen asked, then shrugged. “Even if you were, I wasn’t. The thought didn’t appeal to me. The only thing I could think about as Monique bared herself to me was you.” She approached and seated herself beside Amabel on the bed. “I wanted you there, I wanted to be there with you.” 
 
    Amabel only swallowed, especially when Gretchen closed the distance between them, letting her lips hover over hers. 
 
    “I love you.” Gretchen’s confession took Amabel aback, and she froze, wondering if her lover had really confessed like that, but a moment later Gretchen kissed her and she couldn’t think about anything else. 
 
    Their kiss was soft, tender, and Amabel yielded to Gretchen’s caresses, kissing the succubus back, not resisting when the other woman laid her out on the bed. She was still too overwhelmed by Gretchen’s confession. The succubus had never been one to talk about her feelings, or to confess her love like that. 
 
    Amabel couldn’t help the smile on her lips when Gretchen leaned back, or the manner in which her heart started beating faster. She helped her girlfriend take off her clothes, and then reached out and started doing the same thing to Gretchen, baring her piece by piece. “I love you to.” She needed to say, and her voice came out a murmur. 
 
    Gretchen heard it nonetheless, and her smile brightened the room, but Amabel stopped seeing it after closing her eyes and enjoying the caresses the other woman gave her. Gretchen started kissing her neck, then her collarbone and the flesh above her breasts. 
 
    Amabel shuddered and put her arms around the succubus, but did nothing to stop her, even pushed Gretchen down, wanting her mouth near her center of pleasure. When the dark-haired woman stopped to taste her peaks, Amabel moaned, and tightened her grip, running her hands through Gretchen’s hair. 
 
    She shuddered when hands came to rest on her hips, all too aware of the other times when Gretchen grabbed her like that, and then the succubus bit one of her nipples and she arched from the bed. When Gretchen leaned back momentarily, she complained, but that protest died down quickly enough once she saw the succubus removing her undergarments, the only piece of clothing she still possessed. 
 
    Gretchen’s rod jumped to attention after being freed, and Amabel licked her lips without realizing it, which made the succubus chuckle. She moved down once more, and started trailing south over Amabel’s body, kissing her breasts one last time, then her ribs and abdominals, only really stopping when she reached the fair colored curls on her sex. 
 
    She always marveled at the sight of Amabel’s core, and this time it was no exception. She kissed those curls as well, and then the inner thighs, one after the other, before focusing on Amabel’s slit. 
 
    The blonde arched at the first touch of tongue, and moaned in pleasure soon after, and didn’t stop moaning until Gretchen finished, when her moans were replaced by true screams of pleasure. 
 
    It wasn’t enough for the succubus: she wanted to see Amabel writhe under her ministrations, to plead and beg until her voice failed her, and to realize even then the pleasure wouldn’t stop. She remembered how she had played with Monique earlier, and tried to do the same with Amabel. 
 
    Part of her wasn’t exactly comfortable with it: it seemed far too close to an attempt at mind-control for her taste, but in that moment, she didn’t care. Amabel deserved all the pleasure in the world, and she intended to give it to her. The blonde froze momentarily when Gretchen’s aura reached for her, and the succubus realized her beloved could have resisted her attempts, but a moment later she let her defenses down, and her eyes fogged with lust. 
 
    Every caress Gretchen bestowed upon her after that made her writhe. 
 
    Amabel tried not to let the sensations overwhelm her, but it was hard. Gretchen’s fingers against her side felt as pleasurable as the girl’s tongue had felt earlier, and when the succubus pushed a finger against her sex she almost came. 
 
    She tried to look down, to see what Gretchen was preparing for her, but she couldn’t. Her body locked down from how much pleasure it was receiving, and she could only lay there, defenseless under the succubus’s attack. She could barely think, not that she needed to think to feel. 
 
    Gretchen felt a dark pleasure at seeing her beloved so undone, and leaned up to press a kiss against Amabel’s lips, just for a second or two, before grasping her rod in hand and using it to caress Amabel’s nether lips. The blonde jerked in response, and moaned, far louder than before, and Gretchen couldn’t resist the temptation. 
 
    Her want for Amabel, her need: it was all too much, and she thrust, hard, not caring she could hurt the blonde, not that the other woman didn’t enjoy it. 
 
    Amabel gathered enough of herself to move against Gretchen, helping the succubus impale her with her rod again and again. They moved with abandon, screams of pleasure leaving their mouths, uncaring of who heard them. Gretchen turned them around and lay underneath Amabel, grasping the blonde’s hips and using that grip to move her up and down. 
 
    In reply, Amabel put her hands on Gretchen’s breasts, and moved her hips. 
 
    They couldn’t last long. They didn’t. Amabel was the first one to come, again, and screamed, her walls tightening around Gretchen and forcing the woman into having her own orgasm. Gretchen only tightened her grip around the blonde when that happened, unable to do anything else but enjoy. 
 
    She closed her eyes and let herself enjoy what followed, and only opened them again when the two of them were exhausted, laying out on the bed, Amabel sprawled out atop of her. She smiled at the blonde, but Amabel was so out of it she didn’t seem aware of what was going on. 
 
    With a smile on her lips, Gretchen leaned forward and pressed one kiss against the top of Amabel’s head, happy as she had never been in her life. “I love you.” 
 
    There was no answer, but there didn’t need to be. 
 
    

 
 
   
 Epilogue 
 
    “Are you sure there won’t be any problems?” Amabel’s voice was full of doubts, and Gretchen smiled to try to reassure her. 
 
    “I’ve talked with Monique. The ritual took, it worked, and that’s good enough for now.” Amabel made to open her mouth, but a finger against her lips stopped her. “I know what you’re going to say, and part of me agrees with you, but we have time.” 
 
    A smile grew on the blonde’s lips. “If you say so.” 
 
    She was pulled into an embrace by the other woman. No matter how much she might want to, Gretchen found herself unable to resist the blonde, to stop herself from reaching out and touching her, kissing her, and simply loving her. Amabel was her whole world, and she didn’t shy away from saying it, not now that she understood how important the blonde was for her. 
 
    “You deserve this, we deserve this.” Gretchen continued, gathering the other woman in her arms. “I might have to find others to feed me in the future, but for now I’m just yours, and you’re just mine.” 
 
    Her tone came out possessive, but she couldn’t help it. The only thing she cared about was Amabel, and making her happy. 
 
    Eventually, she would have to find other lovers to share her bed, but for now she just wanted to spend her life in Amabel’s arms. 
 
    The blonde smiled, and she couldn’t resist the temptation to reach out and taste her lips, and Amabel replied to it, kissing her back. Soon they lost themselves in each other’s arms, and neither of them regretted it. 
 
    The end 
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